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Children OF The Damned 


‘lm tellin’ you, it's fuckin’ reall" 

‘Of course it is, son A seven foot tall demon, you say? Broke your nose." 
"Yeah " 

"For no reason" 


"Yeah!" 


The police officer sat back and pinched the bridge of his nose with a sigh. It had been a long few days, and he 
was seriously looking forward to his day off. Just his luck he'd been at the station when one John Mattock had 
stumbled through the door, demanding police protection and gibbering about demons. 


The police weren't sure what to make of it. Mattock was on their books, for sure; he had one convicton for 
date rape and two more for sexual assault, but getting anything on the little weasel was almost impossible. A 
big fish in a small pond, he was, and nobody wanted to stand up against him in court. The few that had dared 
to do so had found their windows broken and their cars fired, after a few incidents like that, nobody would 
testify. And so Mattock puffed his chest out and strutted around his little patch, feeling untouchable and doing 
as he damn well pleased. 

"| want protectin!" 

The policeman eyed the youth with some distaste. Of course, they were all pigs and scum right up until 
somebody did something to him, weren't they? It would serve the little shit right to turf him out on the 
streets and hope whoever the vigilante was caught up with him before dawn.. 

But of course, you couldn't do that. It wasn't the law. 

"Fine. Fine. Look, a night in the cells is all | can do. That'll have to be enough." 


"| need proper protectin'!" 


The copper leaned across the table and fixed his own gaze on the agitated young man's. "I don't suppose you 
were at the Romeo And Juliet last Friday, were you?" he snarled. 


John cowered back in his chair, puffed on his cigarette and dropped his gaze. 
"Not me." 


"Because somebody was pulling your trick with the spiked drinks and the gang of mates out the back. But it 


must be somebody impersonating you, mustn't it? As you weren't there.’ 


John fidgeted and mumbled, only meeting the older man's gaze in short glances and twisting in his seat, 


obviously uncomfortable. 


Fine. Whatever. Interview suspended at twenty three fifty, Mr Mattock to be escorted to the cells by PC 


Jones, Sergeant Jacobs presiding." 


He shut off the tape recorder with a snap. "Go on then, fuck off. We'll bring you a cup of tea in the morning 
just before we throw you out, right?" 


The young officer also in the interview room rose and shooed the trembling young man out, heading for the 
cells and a bit of protection from - and the Sergeant snorted in derision as he lit a cigarette of his own - 
demons. Good lord, demons. Whatever they were taking these days, it must be good stuff.. 
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Sergeant Jacobs was just finishing the last of his report on Mattock when DI Simons crashed in, ashen faced 
and shaking. 


"You've got someone in who's seen a demon?" 

The Sergeant blinked. "Well, yes sir. Mattock, believe it or not." 

The DI stalked closer, grinding his teeth. "Where is he?" 

"In the cells.. sir?" 

"Come with me. | need to see him." 

And the DI swept out, a very confused Sergeant trailing behind him. 
ww 


They were too late. All that remained in the cell was a lighter, a pair of trainers, and a pool of blood beginning 


to go black and crusty at the edges - oh, and the two words on the cell wall. 


‘| want to see the CCTV footage," growled the DI, storming off down the corridor, "and | want to know why 
nobody saw anything!” 


Sergeant Jacobs blinked at the wall. Eddie Lives Well, shit. 
Maybe there was something in this demon thing after all 
~ Ke 


John curled up into a tiny ball and tried to quiet his shivering, hoping against hope that his captor would, 
perhaps, forget he was there. Or let him go. Or something. He'd been shocked - to put it mildly - when he'd 
looked up in his cell and seen the demon leaning on the opposite wall, smoking one of his cigarettes and grinning. 
Before he could say anything he'd been seized by the throat, and while Eddie puffed on his cig, he used his 
other hand to cut a slice in his arm, and write the two words on the wall in his blood. He'd taken the cig from 


his mouth, laughed, and then they'd-- 


Well, come here. Wherever ‘here’ was. And he hadn't noticed that doors or anything were involved, so he had 


no fucking idea how they'd reached the place. But the demon had dumped him, kicked him a few times, and 


now... 


He uncurled a little, peering round for his assailant. There he was, the smug shit. Sitting on a packing crate, 


kicking his heels and smoking his cigarettes. 
Bastard. 


Eddie crushed out the dog end, and turned his gaze on the young man. "You're awake. Good. We can get started, 
then" 


"No no no nol Wait!" 


Eddie scooped him up, tucked him under one arm and began to stroll back to the crate he'd been so 
comfortable on. He swung John across it, on his back, and held him down with one long fingered hand. "Why?" 


"Because.. because.. | can pay! Get you money. As much as you want. Drugs. Girls." 


Eddie snorted. "Right. Because you're so successful with women that you have to drop pills in their drinks. And 


what use is money in Hell?" 

"Drugs?" 

"Do be serious, mate" 

we 

The group of police officers sat around the small monitor, flicking through the closed circuit footage from the 
cells. Although there were no cameras in the cells themselves, Mattock's cell door had been open; sure enough, 
a tall figure strolled into view at 23:55 on the timestamp, waved cheerfully at the camera, and stepped into 
the cell. He looked up, grinned, and pulled the cell door to; when it drifted open again, Mattock and the tall figure 
were gone, and the words had been scrawled on the wall in blood. 

"What's the timestamp?" breathed DI Simons. Jacobs squinted at the grainy grey screen 

"23:58, sir." 

"Two minutes to midnight." 


"Sir? Is that important, then?" 


"You're an idiot, Jacobs," snapped the DI, and strode out of the office. The remaining uniforms shared a look. 


Plain clothes. They were all mental. 


"What was that thing?" asked a young PC with a shudder of revulsion, and Jacobs shrugged, looking away from 
the evidence before switching it off with a decisive click. 


"From what we can tell," he said quietly, as though he himself couldn't quite believe what he was saying, "that, 
my girl, was a demon" 


~ Ke 


Eddie worked methodically, humming under his breath the whole time. He certainly hoped that Harry, Bruce and 
the others had taken his advice, and were busy being completely innocent in full view because if a breath of 
suspicion ever fell on them for this one there could, indeed, be trouble. Still, he'd done his bit, late there in the 
fag end of the night before; contacted a journalist, dropped some hints, lured them out with promises and 


given them his side of the story. 


Honestly, tabloid journos? He'd met demons who were less evil. Still, they served their purpose and that was all 


that mattered. 


So here he was. The last one - the most important one - naked and chained in the middle of a vast empty 
warehouse, ready for whatever Eddie felt like doing to him. The flares of his eyes flickered, turned red and hot 
and narrowed down to mere pinpricks, he'd been looking forward to this for days. Mess with one of his, would 
he? 

Oh dear. 

He was about to learn the error of his ways. Big style. 
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John blinked at the roof of the warehouse, clearing his eyes of sweat and blood, tears and gathered filth. He 
had no idea what time it was, or how long this had been going on for; all he knew was that the daylight outside 
was beginning to fade, the sunshine that had poked through the cracks in the walls and roof shading to a dusky 
orange and then to red. Soon they would be gone, and he would be trapped in the dark. 

Trapped in the dark with a demon that was going to kill him. 

He closed his eyes, surrendered to the pain, and waited. 


~ Ke 


Eddie grinned. He'd taken a little break to sit back, have a beer and a smoke, take stock of the situation; let's 
see, so far he'd kicked him around, beaten him up, thrashed him until his arms ached and bitten him a few 


times. He was crumpled in a bleeding heap not too far away, without even the energy left to moan, just a few 


more questions, then the fun could really start. 


He turned to the crate next to the one he was sitting on, and regarded the six little spheres of light with 


interest. 

"See?" he said, “aren't you glad it wasn't your idea? And you lot thought you had it bad." 

The spheres seemed to contract a little in fear, their light dimming, and Eddie laughed as he hopped off the 
crate and approached the heap on the concrete floor. Everything was ready, the pole he'd driven into the 
ground behind the trembling, beaten man, the pale glow of the witchlight he'd set on the top of it illuminating 
the area just as he wanted it. 

He used the toe of his boot to turn John over, then squatted next to him and tapped him on the forehead. 


"Oi. One last thing before you go." 


John moaned through lips swollen and cracked, tried to roll eyes bruised shut at his tormentor. Eddie cocked 


his head. 

"Why her? You can speak, | know you can. | haven't broken that many teeth." 

"Cause," came the rattle. Eddie sat cross legged and cupped a hand behind his ear. 

"Yog?" 

"Brave," said the dying mon. 

"Ah" 

"Bright," he murmured, eyes drifting closed. "Svery bright.. stood up t'me.. bitsch.." 

He began to slip into the dark, and Eddie shook his head. Nope, passing out was not an option. 

John arched and wailed, a thin, desperate sound as Eddie poked him in the side with one long finger, igniting it 
as he did so. He pulled it back, blowing out the small blue flame with a puff. The smell of burning flesh drifted 
up in a lazy curl to join the other stinks in the increasingly thick air over the circle where he suffered and 


bled. 


"Ah well" he said, standing up and unbuckling his jeans with a grin, "l'm going to do you a favour. I'm going to 


give you a little bit of what you gave her." 


He threw his jeans and trainers off toward the crates, balling up his t shirt and tossing it lightly after them. 


Naked as his victim he chuckled at the expression of terror that flicked across the ravaged features, seemed 


the idiot on the floor wasn't as stupid as he looked, because he sure as shit had a pretty good idea what was 
coming next. He took a moment to stretch, caressing his dick where it nuzzled his stomach with dreadful 
eagerness, clear fluid glistening at the tip and beginning to leak down the shaft. His balls lifted at the touch of 


the cool air, and he laughed. 


"Oh yeah," he said, "I know exactly what each of you did. And after you'd all fucked her, it was your idea to 


enter more.. virgin territory, was it not?" 
John moaned, and Eddie knelt on the concrete next to him. 


"By the way," he said with a cruel smile, "this is going to hurt you a hell of a lot more than it hurts me. 
Damned if | can ever remember to bring lube with me. Still, you never bothered, so what can you expect?" 


He looped an arm around John's waist, pulled him to his knees, and began to force the head of his erection into 


the young man's arse, ignoring the way he begged for mercy, for pity, for a little sympathy, compassion. 
"Nope. Do as you would be done by, my son. Here we go." 

John screamed. 
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Eddie stood back, dusting his hands together, and felt the satisfaction of a job well done. If this little scene 
didn't make scumbags think twice before they touched any more of his fans, then nothing would. He'd make 


damn certain the juiciest details made their way into the press, that was for sure.. 
He lifted one hand, and admired the glowing sphere quaking in the palm. 


"You ever been to Hell? You'll love it. They've got a special place for scumbags like you.. ‘cos if you think 


you've suffered so far, it's nothing compared to what's waiting." 


The soul let out a ghost of a sound, a breathy wail of hopeless terror, and Eddie chuckled before tucking it in 
the pocket of his jeans to join the others. He turned to what was left of the corpse, and tipped a finger to it in 
salute. 


"Be seeing you," he said, and left the building in a swirl of demonic energy and a whiff of sulphur and Hellfire. 
Just one last call to make, and then back to the Whore Of Babylon for a pint and a brag.. 


~ Ke 


It had been a full day and a night since Mattock had been taken from the cells, and DI Simons had been 
expecting this call for about twelve hours now. It hadn't lessened the impact any, and he thought that if he 


saw one more copper puke he was going to kick someone. About the only people who hadn't thrown up were 


the pathologist and his team and that was only because - in his opinion - they were all a morbid bunch of 


bastards anyway. 


"If it's anything like the other scenes," sighed the forensics tech talking to him, pulling the white hood of his 


suit from his hair, "there'll be nothing. This one looks as clean as the others." 
"Clean?" 
"So to speak, sir." 


The Detective Inspector hissed through his teeth, and looked up at the outside of the abandoned warehouse, 
which was awaiting demolition so the site could be redeveloped. He still wanted to know how, when it overlooked 
one of the busiest roads in the city, nobody had seen the perpetrator writing Eddie Lives in twenty foot high 
letters of blood, or nailing the skin of the unfortunate John Mattock to the door. 


He paused by the door as he pulled on a pair of latex gloves. Pointless really. The damn demon wouldn't have 
left anything they could use, but he had to be seen to be going through the motions. He read what was 
written on the skin - and tried not to think about what had been used for ink, because he was sure it was 


going to be something nasty - while he struggled with the skin tight gloves. 
To all who enter this place: 


Within you will find one 
Who defied the laws 
OF this land and the next 
Let all who bear witness to his suffering know 
That all who bear our mark 
Are One. 


(Even the idiots) 
| watch over them all 


UP THE IRONS! 


He let out a long sigh through his nose, and pushed his way past the gruesome artifact. Inside was worse; a 
stench of blood, loose bowels, urine and scorched flesh hung over the scene, added to by the hot, dusty smell 


of the arc lights and - inevitably - vomit where some copper hadn't made it outside in time. 


"We'll have to take DNA to be sure but it seems fairly certain that the skin outside and the body in here are 
a match," said another forensics officer, eyeing the still form of the crucified corpse. He spared a glance at 


the DI, who was watching the team work with an expression of distaste. "Looks like dental records won't be any 


good; the mouth and head are pretty well smashed up. We've accounted for most of the internal organs--" 
"Most?" 

"We can't find one kidney, and about half the brain is missing. Oh, and," the tech checked a clipboard, "an eye." 
"Marvellous." 

"They may yet turn up. We haven't sifted through the pile properly yet 

Simons eyed the heap of internal organs that made a grim pattern in front of the skinned, eviscerated, 
crucified corpse. Not just crucified, mind you; the evil fucker had crucified the poor bastard upside down, 
ruined mouth hanging open in a soundless scream and empty eye sockets begging for forgiveness. Well, he was 
shit out of luck on that score, then. 

"Looks like he was raped too. Somebody really went to town on him - haven't seen one like this for years--" 
"Yes, fine. You can jerk off over the details later. Report on my desk as soon as, please." 

Simons left the building, shaking his head. Well, he'd do his best but catching someone? 

Maybe when Hell froze over. 


~ Ke 


Eleanor took a deep breath before she opened the door. Silly, really, but since the attack she was always 
rather nervous of who might be outside. Even though the person who attacked her hadn't-- 


Enough of that. Deal with what was happening now. 


She opened the door, and smiled at the police officer outside. She recognised the face of Seargeant Jacobs, the 
one who'd been so kind to her in the hospital that night-- 


"Come in, please. Tea?" 

He nodded, smiled at her. She made small talk with him and the other officer with him, settled them in her 
living room and finally, finally, asked him what brought him to her flat. He pulled a photograph from his inside 
pocket, and took a deep sigh before handing it to her. 


"Do you recognise this man at all?" 


She ground her teeth. Yeah, she recognised him. His face had been haunting her dreams for the past week, 


ever since the attack-- 


"Is that the man that attacked you?" 
She looked at the copper sharply. There was a note in his voice, a hint of - desperation? Hope? 
She nodded. "Yes. Yes, as far as | can remember. This is him." 


She handed the picture back and wiped her fingers on the leg of her jeans. Just being in the same room as it 


made her feel-- 
"Why, has there been any progress?" 


Sergeant Jacobs shook his head, tucked the picture back into his pocket and sucked on his teeth for a moment 
before saying anything else. "He was found dead this morning. Murdered." 


"Good." 
"Miss Jones, do you know who Eddie is?" 
She smiled, and pointed to the framed poster on the wall above his head. "As far as | know, that's Eddie." 


He twisted and looked, and to Eleanor's surprise he smiled. "Yes," he said, voice thoughtful, "I thought you might 
say that." 


"Why?" 

He looked back at her, and to her utter astonishment she thought she saw him wink. 

"It seems, Miss Jones, that you might have a guardian angel. So to speak" 
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Steve picked up the morning mail, and frowned when he saw the note secured to the paper with a grubby 
elastic band. Wandering back through to the kitchen he pulled it out and scanned it, swore under his breath and 
dumped the bulk of the post on the table before shaking open the paper. One of the more sensationalist 
tabloids, it was one he didn't normally take; however, his not-so-anonymous benefactor had made damn sure 
he didn't miss this issue. 

Revenge Of The Beast! screamed the headline, and Harry groaned. As if on cue, the phone began to ring; picking 
it up and tucking it between chin and shoulder he read the note and sighed before paying attention to the irate 


voice yammering in his ear. 


"Yeah? Rod. Yeah, yeah I've seen it.. sure.. press conference? Good idea. OK. OK. I'll leave it to you, right? No, | 


won't talk to any journalists. Rod! Fuckin’ ‘ell mate, will you trust me? Right. Sure, OK. Talk to you later. Bye." 
He dropped the phone back on its cradle and eyed the note. 
Harry 


All done now. HI be around, right? Oh and tell Rod that you cant buy publicity like this - just make sure you've got 
the oxygen on hand when you do! 


Cheers 


Eddie 


Harry hissed between his teeth, dropping note and paper into the recycling bin. Demons. Talk about a sense of 
the bloody dramatic... 


~ Ke 


